THE    GUEST    HOUSE             119
beauty. No, I do not know where I got it, I stole it, perhaps,
or a woman gave it me. Rich women give you things some-
times for sleeping with them. Sometimes it is worth it. One
must eat to paint: one must sleep to eat. But what did she do,
that Maria? I will tell you. She threw the goblet at Nina.
It cut her face, and both of them so God-damn foolish they
do not know what it is that they quarrel about. It is very
hard for a man of genius to find a woman... very hard.'
Wilson thought he was going to cry, but he went on eating.
'Savages,5 he said. 'Naked savages, but beautiful naked...
And the others, the civilized, they are only beautiful half-
naked. Then they are like the advertisements for corsets...
those that you see when you have not had a woman for a long
time. Once I was a month... thirty-one days... that gives
you a pain in the belly. But I do not like them,5 he said. CI do
not like them at all. Now I am going home.5 He pushed his
plate away. He had cleared the table, there was nothing left
to eat on it.
'Home,' Channel said, 'to the women.'
'Yes,' he said. 'I must beat them. Then they will become
amorous and I am no longer in my first youth. I would prefer
to give them presents if they would leave me to work. It is
hard to know what to do with them,5 he said. He was stand-
ing up, staring down into the valley. His yellow dog that he
called Bernadotte was standing behind him; its tail was
wagging slowly.
Channel looked at the dog with distaste. 'Even the leopards
will have nothing to do with that dog/ he said.
Sebastian left them.
They talked of dogs. The servants went on playing the
victrola. The doctor smoked; Wilson smoked. From Se-
bastian's house came screams, shouts, and laughter.
'You see,' Channel said. 'They mock him, those little
brown girls.' He was tired of talking of dogs. After all there
was not much point in it, Wilson thought, in a place where
you could not have one.